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In the street at the mouth of the alley, a dozen voices bawled
"Spy!   Spy!"

Desperation gave me an agility I didn't know I had. I leaped up,
caught the coping of the wall, felt a finger gashed to the bone by
broken glass, swung myself somehow to the top and somehow rolled
across a coping studded with jagged fragments of bottles. With a
crashing that to me seemed thunderous, I tumbled into thorny
branches, and broke through them to the ground.

The shouts of " Spy ! Spy ! " were loud in the alley. On hands
and knees I crawled out from the hawthorns. Blood was running
from a dozen cuts in my hands ; my coat, waistcoat and breeches
were slashed as by knives.

I was in a small yard with no outlets save the gate I had vainly
tried to open, and a green door at the rear of the house.

With shouts of " Spy ! Spy ! Spy ! Spy ! " echoing in my ears, I
had no choice. I ran up the steps to the green door and wrenched at
the latch with bloody fingers. The door moved spongily, and I knew
it was being held against me.

" Spy ! Spy ! " the voices shouted. The loudest voice bellowed,
" Over both walls ! Climb 'em both ! He's behind one of 'em ! "

Heaven only knows from what source a man draws strength in the
hour of dire need. All I know is that when I heard that harsh voice
ordering men to scale the wall over which I had just climbed, I
pushed back the door as easily as I'd open a cupboard in my own
home and fell in a heap at the feet of the four persons who had tried
to hold it shut.

CHAPTER.XL
WHEN I got to my feet, I looked into the horrified faces of an
enormously fat negro woman and two plump ladies who were not,
as we say in Milton, as young as they had once been. Beside them
was a frail, pale young man, strikingly similar to the two ladies,
except that he was concave where they were convex.
The hallway smelled faintly of old upholstery, dried rose leaves
and burnt cloves; and the shouts of the angry men outside were a
defilement.
The young man caught my wrist and turned my hand to look at
the palm. " Euphrosyne," he said, " get a damp cloth. When I go
out, wipe off the door handle on the outside. It'll be bloody. Wipe
the carpet, too."
The black woman lumbered from the hallway, and almost
immediately surged back like a dark storm cloud.